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Young At Heart 


Author's Notes: 
My first story here and | wrote fluffy NITL Slaxl smut (or is it smutty fluff?) because why not. They are 


both looking pretty good again these days after all and they're being pretty affectionate with each other. 


This story was inspired by Axl getting upset about the "Fat Axl" memes, but also by Axl being a constantly 
smiling happy little ray of sunshine these days. A happy little ray of sunshine who likes to tickle Slash on stage 
and playfully shake his man boobs at the audience. He's truly a joy to watch again ;) Title taken from the 


Estranged lyrics. Plase enjoy and I'd appreciate any and all comments. 


Slash watched as Axl rummaged through a suitcase, looking for something or another. His hair fell into his face 
now that they were back at the hotel and Axl wasn't wearing any of the bandanas or hats anymore that he 
wore on stage most of the time. Slash preferred it that way. He'd always liked running his hands through these 
long red locks. Not that they were all that red anymore; Axl's hair had lost some of its red color and was 
verging on blond nowadays. And it wasn't all that long anymore either, but Slash had noticed that Axl seemed 
to be growing his hair out again. It was a lot longer now than it had been when they'd played their first 


reunion gig at the Troubadour. He hoped Axl would let it become a little longer even and he told him so. 


Axl paused and looked at him with that smile that had always made Slash feel a little mushy inside. And that 
mushy feeling was his near constant companion now, because Axl smiled and laughed so much these days. He 
just seemed so fucking happy and at ease with himself compared to the Axl Slash remembered from the 80s 
and 90s. Slash was glad for it, truly, but he was also still trying to wrap his head around this new version of 


Axl. 
"Why? You got a thing for my hair or something?" Axl grinned. 


"As a matter of fact, | do. Don't you remember?" Slash said and walked over to pull Axl against him, Axl's back 
to his chest. 


Axl tensed for a brief moment and it only served to remind Slash how new and tentative things still were 
between them. It was a strange feeling to be at once so familiar with someone already and yet having to get 


to know that person all over again 


"I do remember, actually," Axl answered softly after a moment, a far-away look in his eyes. "| used to like 


that. You stroking and playing with my hair | mean. | just thought you did that with everybody.” 


Slash just shrugged and buried his nose in the crook of Axl's neck, breathing in the scent of his skin and hair. 
Axl smelled freshly showered, like fancy shampoo and soap, but underneath that was a smell that was all Axl. 
And it hadn't changed in all the years they'd been apart from each other. Just like his smile. And a million 

other little things Slash had tried to forget, but which now threatened to pull him under Axl's spell once again. 


| can stroke your hair all night if you want me to," Slash told him and kissed Axl's neck. 


He could feel the tension returning to Axl's body at the prospect of Slash spending the night with him in his 
hotel room. Ever since they'd started talking to each other again, they'd steadily grown closer, rebuilding the 
friendship they once had. And more recently, they had even started to fall back into the casual intimacy they 
used To share. But up until now, they hadn't gotten any further than a few make out sessions and a rushed 
hand job in a dark corner. Slash had every intention of changing that. Preferably tonight. 


Axl turned around in Slash's arms to look at him. "Are you sure that's a good idea? And what about Meegan?" 


"No, lm not, but | don't care. And Meegan doesn't care either,” Slash said and started kissing Axl to shut him 
up and hopefully keep him from over-thinking this. 


Axl was hesitant at first, but Slash still knew what Axl liked and how to kiss him just the right way. And soon 
enough, Axl gave in and started to return the kiss with much more enthusiasm. Pleased, Slash sighed into the 
kiss and let his hands wander over Axl's body, exploring once familiar territory. He slipped his hands under 


Axl's shirt and stroked the soft, warm skin there. 


“OFF with that," Slash mumbled and grabbed the hem of Axl's shirt to pull it over his head, but Axl stopped 


him and pulled the shirt down again He seemed uncomfortable all of a sudden. 


"Don't. l.. Uuh.. | don't exactly look the way you remember me anymore," Axl said, not looking at Slash, but 
staring at some invisible spot off to the side instead. 


Slash meanwhile stared at Axl with a mixture of incredulity, fondness and amusement. He had never known Axl 
to be shy about his body before and he hadn't thought he would start now, when both of them weren't 


exactly looking too young and fresh anymore. 


"Axl, are you fucking serious?" Slash asked. "In case you hadn't noticed, | don't exactly look like | used to either. 
We're both old and fat now. It sucks, but that's life. And besides, l'm not into fucking with clothes on and the 
lights turned off" 


Axl trailed his eyes over Slash's body, looking unconvinced. "| don't think you're fat.” 


Slash smiled. "Thanks. But if I'm not fat, then neither are you. We both have a gut that's a bit too noticeable in 
pictures, we both have a few too many chins and we both have man boobs now. And | think my man boobs 
are even bigger than yours. So if anything, | think I'm fatter than you." 


Slash had meant to cheer Axl up with the silly reply, but he seemed to have failed, because Axl's face only 
darkened. 


"Well the rest of the world seems to disagree with you on that. Everyone only seems to think I'm fat, nobody 
ever says that about you. And last | heard, there wasn't a ‘Fat Slash meme' on the internet," Axl said 
despondently and crossed his arms in front of his chest, hugging himself. 


For the first time in a long while, Slash could see the old Axl in the haunted and sad, yet defiant expression on 
the singer's face and in the defensive, tense way he held his entire body. This really wasn't how Slash had 
planned for their night to go. 


"C'mere," he sighed and pulled Axl back to him by the belt loops of his expensive designer jeans, so that he 
could wrap his arms around him again. Axl let himself be hugged willingly enough and Slash counted that as a 
small victory because it hadn't always been that way when Axl had gotten really upset about something. 


"It doesn't fucking matter what anyone else says. Or what a couple of morons on the internet think. The only 
thing that matters is what we ourselves think. And yeah, maybe we could stand to lose a few pounds, but all 
things considered, | think we're fine and we look good for our age. So stop worrying so much about what | or 
other people might think," Slash said, while rubbing Axl's back with one hand. "In fact, you should definitely stop 
worrying about what l'm thinking, because you've got absolutely nothing to worry about. Especially now that 


you don't have that ugly-ass moustache anymore." 


Axl pinched Slash's side in retaliation for that last remark, but he had relaxed during Slash's little monologue 


and Slash could feel the tension leave his muscles. 


| honestly didn't think you'd still find me attractive enough to fuck," Axl mumbled against Slash's shoulder. 
Fooling around a bit for old times' sake maybe, yeah. But." 


"You're a fucking idiot, you know that?" Slash interrupted him, the fondness in his voice belying the harsh 


words. 


"Its not idiotic to think that you would find me too fat, when everyone else does," Axl protested "Or that | 


should eat better or spend some more time at the gym at least." 

Slash snorted. "You realize how fucking hypocritical that'd be of me, right? When have you ever known me to 
voluntarily hit a gym? | fucking hate working out and if that makes me a fat, lazy bastard, then so be it. 
Besides, we can't all be like Duff." 

‘Or Izzy," Axl muttered and Slash could feel him grin against his shoulder now. "The fucker thinks running for 
miles and miles on end is fun. And he's still nearly as skinny as he was when he was strung out on heroin. It's 


not fair." 


"Yeah well, but its not Izzy who's got that pretty face that | just can't resist. That smile, those eyes.. Your 


nose, your lips.. Even your fucking cheekbones drive me mad." 

Axl moved away a bit to look at Slash. "When did you become such a fucking sap, Slash? You've never said 
anything like that to me before. Is that another symptom of old age | wasn't warned about?" Axl asked, clearly 
embarrassed, but Slash could tell he was secretly pleased by his words. 


‘Ive always thought you were beautiful. More beautiful than most chicks I've slept with even," Slash grinned. 


"Yeah, whatever. Just shut the fuck up before | punch you for comparing me to a bunch of groupies..." Axl 
grumbled. 


"But | haven't even mentioned your ass yet! It's a really fucking great ass. And | should know, because | had to 


stare at you shaking your scantily clad ass around in front of me for years and years on stage." 
"You didn't just see my ass on stage. As | recall, you saw a lot of it in other places as well." 


"True," Slash smirked. "Which probably makes me the leading expert on your ass. And | declare it the best ass 


I've ever seen on a guy. It's so round and nice and.. ample." 


“Ample?! I'm going to fucking kill you." Axl threatened without much heat, but then Slash's hands travelled 


down to give Axis ass a firm squeeze and Axl let out a slightly embarrassed moan, 


"Still ike that, huh?" Slash said, voice getting slightly rough. He squeezed Axl's ass again for good measure and 


pulled him even closer, pressing their hips together and catching Axl's bottom lip between his teeth. Axl, now 
seemingly letting go of some of his inhibitions, brought his hands up to bury them in Slash's curls and 
deepened the kiss. Finally, Slash thought and slipped one of his hands beneath the waistbands of Axl's pants and 
underwear, gently stroking and kneading Axl's butt cheeks. 


He could feel Axl growing hard against his thigh and smiled into their kiss, before breaking away. "| see you can 


still get it up for me pretty quickly." 
"Yeah well, | don't need any fucking Viagra for that just yet," Axl grinned. 
Slash kissed him and smiled at him. "Does that mean | get to take off your clothes now?" 


Axl just sighed and lifted his arms up. Slash didn't hesitate, he made quick work of Axl's shirt and then got rid 


of his own shirt as well 
They stood, taking in each other's bodies 

"| was right, you know," Slash said 

"Right about what?" 

"My man boobs really are bigger than yours," Slash said deadpan 


Axl threw his head back in amused exasperation and rolled his eyes. "You are such a fucking idiot. Why do | 


even put up with you?" 
"Because you love me too much not to put up with me. Even if it took you 20 years to realize that" 
"God help me, but yes, | do," Axl said and grabbed Slash by his hair again, pulling him into a heated kiss. 


Slash placed his hands on Axl's hips and started walking him backwards towards the bed, never breaking their 
kiss. When the back of Axl's legs hit the bed, Slash pushed him down. Axl scooted upwards and Slash crawled 
on top of him, supporting his weight on his arms. Axl smiled up at him and Slash couldn't resist kissing Axl's 


nose, which made Axl scrunch up his face, just like Slash knew it would. 


‘I've been waiting for this so long," Slash said and started sucking on Axl's neck, before slowly making his way 
down Axl's chest and gently biting his nipple. Axl hissed and shifted under him and suddenly Slash couldn't wait 
anymore. He sat up a little and practically ripped Axl's pants open, before pulling them down in one move, 


together with his underwear. 


"Fuck," Axl said as his erection suddenly was freed and started fumbling with the button and zipper on Slash's 
pants to get him completely naked as well. Slash took pity on him and stripped his jeans off himself. 


"Still going commando, even after all these years," Axl commented, amused. 

"Still don't see the point of underwear," Slash replied and sat back down, taking in the view. 

They both eyed each other appreciatively for a moment, before Slash leaned forward and caught Axl's mouth 
in a kiss again. Then Slash turned his attention south and placed a gentle kiss on Axl's now much softer and 
rounder stomach. And Axl blushed, the red color of his face quickly spreading down to his neck and chest even 
Slash grinned like the cat that got the canary. He'd always loved making Axl blush. So he leaned down and placed 
some more kisses on Axl's stomach. 

"Stop fucking around and make yourself useful," Axl grumbled embarrassedly. 


"As you wish," Slash said and in one swift motion sucked the head of Axl's cock into his mouth. 


Axl practically squealed in surprise, his back arching off the bed. Slash grinned around Axl's cock and started 


sucking in earnest. 
"Slash." Axl whined as Slash swiped his tongue across the tip of his penis and the sensitive spot underneath it. 


Encouraged, Slash took Axl deeper into his mouth and took hold of Axl's balls, gently rolling them around in his 
hand while he sucked. 


"Fuck." Axl said and lifted his hips up slightly. 

Slash also felt Axl's hands in his hair again, urging him to go even further. Slash happily obliged. He could feel 
Axl's thighs starting to tremble a little, and Slash intensified his efforts, intent on proving that he could still 
make Axl come faster than anybody else. 

Axl suddenly had other plans though. 

"Slash. Stop," Axl panted, pushing Slash away slightly. 

Slash looked at him quizzically, but did as he was told. 


"| don't.. | don't wanna come like this," Axl said haltingly. 


Slash grinned broadly. "So how do you want to come then?" he asked, even though he already knew exactly 
where this was going. He only needed to look at the blush on Axl's cheeks to know. 


"Damn it, Slash, you know how! Why are you making me spell it out for you?!" 


"Because | enjoy you spelling it out for me," Slash chuckled and leaned down to nibble on Axl's jaw. 


Axl rolled his eyes in annoyance and huffed a frustrated sigh. "| want to.. | want to come with you inside of 


me. | want you to fuck me, Slash. There, | said it. That good enough for you?" 

"The delivery of your lines could use some work, but yeah, I'll take it," Slash smiled and claimed Axl's mouth in 
a heated kiss. He knew how hard it was for Axl to actually say these words and he also knew he was one of 
the few guys (or maybe even the only guy) Axl had ever said them to. And that turned Slash on like nothing 
else did. The fact that Axl trusted him enough to allow him to do that to him had always made him feel 
special. Even better, Axl didn't just allow it, he actually enjoyed it, loved getting fucked by Slash. He just had a 
hard time admitting it. 

Slash groaned at the turn his own thoughts had taken. Merely thinking about all this made him feel like he was 
about to explode with arousal. Feeling impatient now, he ripped himself away from Axl and started looking 
around the room. "Do you have anything we can use for lube here?" 

"Bag by the window, on the left side," Axl replied, lazily stroking himself. 

Slash located the lube and quickly crawled back onto the bed, sitting down between Axl's legs. He squeezed 
some onto his hand and rubbed it between his fingers to warm it up, because he still remembered how Axl 
hated it when the lube was too cold. 

"Slash?" 

"Yeah?" 

"Be careful, okay? I's.. Its been a while since | last did that," Axl said without looking at Slash. 

Slash moved up to press a soft kiss to Axl's lips. "Ill be gentle, baby, | promise." 

Axl nearly cringed in embarrassment at Slash's words, blush quickly returning to his cheeks. Ah yes, Slash 
thought. Endearments. Another thing Axl didn't really know how to deal with. But Axl had never asked him to 
stop using them and Slash had long suspected that Axl secretly liked it when Slash called him "baby" and other 
things, so he continued doing it. 


"Stop blushing so much, the tomato color doesn't go well with your hair," Slash teased him and stroked some 
hair from Axl's face with the hand that wasn't covered in lube. 


Axl glowered at him. "It's not like | can control it!" 
Slash chuckled and kissed him again. "Still, | want you to be relaxed and not all tense and embarrassed for this." 
"Is your own fucking fault for constantly making me all tense and embarrassed!" 


"Terribly sorry for that," Slash grinned, clearly not sorry in the least. "And what did you mean by ‘It's been a 


while’ since you last did that? How long are we talking here?" 


"However long it's been since the last time we've had sex," Axl quietly said with his head turned slightly to the 


side, avoiding eye contact. 
Slash raised his eyebrows. "No one else since?" 


Axl turned his head back to glare at Slash. "No. In case you've forgotten, | don't usually enjoy fucking other 


guys. It's not like l'm just gonna spread my legs for any random dude coming across my way. 

"You have no idea how much this turns me on," Slash said and bit his lip as another bolt of arousal shot 
through him at the confirmation of him still being the only guy who'd ever gotten to touch Axl in that manner. 
Or the only guy who'd done so with Axl's consent at least, Slash thought darkly. 

"Yeah, | bet. You always were a possessive fucking bastard.” 

"Hard not to be with you," Slash grinned. 

Axl rolled his eyes. "Oh yeah and a fucking sap as well now, | nearly forgot.” 


"You know you love it." 


"Maybe," Axl allowed with a slight pout and Slash laughed, before bending down to kiss the pout on Axl's face 


away. 


‘| love you, Axl. You know that, right? Even when | was pissed off at you and we weren't talking to each other, 
| still loved you. Always have and always will." 


Axl sighed and wrapped his arms around Slash's back, pulling him closer. "I love you too. And l'm so glad you're 


back. | haven't been this happy in ages." 


"Yeah, I've noticed," Slash said and placed another kiss on Axl's lips. "And you're also fucking distracting. | was 
gonna have sex with you and now look at us doing nothing but being fucking schmoopy.” 


Axl grinned at him with that smile that always made his cheekbones come forward. "Well, why don't you go and 
change that then?" 


Slash didn't need to be told twice. He moved up and started to firmly stroke Axl's cock to get him back into 


the mood again, before adding some more lube to his fingers. 
"Ready?" 


"Yeah," Axl gasped. 


Slash lightly stroked the inside of Axl's thigh with one hand, while he let his other hand wander back into the 
cleft of Axl's ass. He rubbed around the opening he found there, spreading the lube, before carefully pushing a 
finger inside. Slash checked to make sure Axl was alright and then quickly added another finger, gently stroking 
and stretching. 


Axl shivered and then, when Slash found his prostate, he outright moaned, the muscles in his thighs tensing 


and his toes curling. 


"More," Axl said and Slash pressed down a little harder on that small spot inside of Axl. He also used Axl's 
distraction to slip a third finger inside. Axl barely seemed to notice. 


"Slash, that's enough," Axl said after a few more moments of Slash's ministrations. 


Slash removed his fingers and squeezed another generous helping of lube into his hand, before slathering his 


own cock with it. 
"How do you want to do this? You gonna stay like this?" Slash asked. 


Axl didn't need to think about it. "Yeah. | want to see your face." 


"Now who's being sappy?" Slash grinned and shoved a small pillow under Axl's hips for better access. He leaned 
over Axl and kissed his cheek, and Axl wrapped his legs around Slash's hips in a way that was comfortingly 
familiar to both of them. 


"Ready?" Slash asked Axl for the second time tonight and Axl just nodded, staring at Slash with a thousand 


emotions swimming in his eyes. 


Slash reached down with one hand to guide himself in. He paused for a moment when he'd positioned himself 
correctly, but then pressed the head of his penis against Axl's opening, the ring of muscles slowly giving in 


Axl whimpered a little as Slash entered him and Slash kissed his brow and stroked his cheek soothingly. He 
waited a bit to give Axl time to adjust and then slid all the way in with one thrust of his hips. Axl moaned at 
the sensation of being completely filled by Slash, and Slash moaned becouse Axl was just so tight and hot 
around him. 


"Fuck," Slash said. "Can | move?" 


Axl nodded and Slash carefully pulled out again and started up a slow, steady rhythm. He looked down at Axl, 


whose eyes were glassy and half-way closed. 


"Okay so far?" Slash asked. 


"Yes," Axl said with a happy sigh, the pleasurable feelings clearly starting to take over now. He shifted around 
a little and tightened his hold on Slash's neck and back. 
Slash took that as a sign to speed things up a bit and started thrusting into Axl slightly more forcefully. 


It wasn't long before Slash hit Axl's prostate at just the right angle and Axl dug his fingers into Slash's skin. 
"Just like that," Axl panted 


Slash did his best to oblige and drove into Axl again and again, Axl's cries of pleasure steadily getting a little 
higher. 


"Slash... Just.. Aah.. Just a little more," Axl forced out and Slash grabbed Axl's cock and started jerking him off 
in the same fast rhythm that he used to thrust into Axl. 


Axls thighs were trembling lightly again, always a sure sign that he was close, and with one particularly hard 


and well-placed thrust Axl came. 


"Slash," Axl moaned, his fingers clawing into the tan skin beneath them and his legs tightening around Slash's 
hips. 


Slash fucked Axl through his orgasm and then he too came, buried deep inside of Axl. 


"Damn," Slash said after a few long moments. Both of them were breathing heavily and just wallowing in the 
afterglow of their orgasms. Then Slash pulled out and collapsed on top of Axl, panting. 


"Well. That was.. not bad," Axl said, still catching his breath. 
Slash lifted his head from Axl's shoulder. "Not bad? NOT BAD?!" he asked indignantly. 


Axl looked at Slash with that cheeky grin that immediately told Slash that Axl was purposefully being an ass 


just to rile him up. 
"IIl fucking show you ‘Not bad!" Slash growled and started to mercilessly tickle Axls sides. 


Axl practically squealed and tried to roll away from Slash, but he didn't stand a chance. Soon enough, they 
were wrestling with each other on the bed, fighting for dominance. Slash won their playful wrestling match 
(barely!) and pulled Axl into his arms, holding him tightly. Both to prevent further sneaky attacks and also 
because he felt so full of love and affection for Axl in that moment that he never wanted to let go of him 


agai n. 


They fell asleep like that. Completely exhausted, sweaty and still sticky with their own release, but satisfied and 
happy. 


Slash was completely focused on his guitar playing when he suddenly felt someone tickling him from behind. He 
didn't even need to look to know who it was. There was only one person on this stage who enjoyed teasing and 
distracting their band mates from what they were supposed to be doing. And only one person who probably 
wanted revenge for last night's tickle fight. 


Slash pretended to ignore him, but Axl couldn't accept that of course and moved around Slash to check for his 
reaction. Slash looked at him in fond exasperation but then he saw Axl's beaming smile and the childlike joy on 


his face and he just couldn't help but smile back at him. 


It was a moment so reminiscent of all these times in the past when Axl had been fooling around and teasing 


him on stage that it nearly made Slash's breath catch. Some things truly never seemed to change. 


And Slash, for the first time in a long while, felt like they were young again. 


